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To the Memory of His Gzacs the 


Duke of Buckingham ſbi re. 


\, H! how chang'd is the gay Scene, 
() Since, to Thee, I tun'd the Lyre: 
Penſive Thoughts now intervene, 

Cloud my Mind, and damp my Fire. 


When thou left'ſt thy native Iſle, 
= | To reviſit healthier Seats, 
Hope gleam'd forth a roſy Smile, 
Flattering with 1deal Sweets. 


But, 


——— — 


But, too raviſhing to laſt, 
Quick, the radiant Viſion flies; 


All our Joys are overcaſt, 


And the much-lov'id SHEFFIELD dies. 


Beauteous Shade! from yon' high Spheres, 
Say, what Extaſy ſucceeds, 


The Review of earth-ſpent Years, 
Pregnant with the worthieſt Deeds. 


Gallia, for Politeneſs fam'd, 
Pleas'd, did thy bright Dawnings ſee ; 


And, her nobleſt Youths inflam'd, 


Glory ſought, in copying Thee. 


Thee, bleſt Js, with Delight, 
Saw, like PHoEBUs, *mid'ſt her Sons, 
Climbing Learning's flow'ry Height, 


Swift as the bright Courſe he runs. 
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Thee, the wond'ring Rhine beheld, 
Heading a victorious Train; 
Proud that Berwick had repell'd 


Foes who aw'd th'enſanguin'd Plain. 


Science, thro' a Mother's Eyes, 

Shed, o'er SHEFFIELD, all her Rays; 
Bid him, firſt, to Wiſdom riſe, 

And deſerve the Muſes? Praiſe. 


See Her, to enrich his Mind, 
Start from downy Chains of Sleep! 
For his fake, to Heav'n reſign'd, 

See Her brave the boiſt'rous Deep! 


Charm'd at ſuch maternal Care, 
All his Breaſt with Duty glow'd: 
All his Wiſhes ſprung to Her, 


To whom Life he doubly ow'd. 
B 
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Happy Parent! Happy Son! 
Each to each their Joy and Pride; 


Sad, that Love ſo cloſely ſpun, 


Cruel Fate ſhou'd &er divide! 


When his Soul, to kindred Skies, 
Wing'd it's way, * Rome's Genius cry'd; 

« With ile Woe neer guſh'd my Eyes, 
& Since th' ador'd Marcellus dy'd. 


& Both th' Extremes of Anguiſh prov'd: 
c Bliſsful both: too like their Doom! 
“ Dear to Men, by Gods belov'd: 
“ Both ſnatch'd early to the Tomb.“ 


Lo! his ſadly-great Remains, 
All in gloomy Splendor borne, 
Slowly cleave the liquid Plains, 


Whilſt ſoft- breathing Zephyrs mourn. 
Tritons, 
* His Grace died at Rome, October 30. 1735. 
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Tritons, at a Mother's Woe 


Mov'd to Pity, watch around; 
Since, ſhou'd Billows fink him low, 


Twou'd enlarge her bleeding Wound. 


Hark! whilſt Winds, hoarſe-murmuring riſe, 
And our piercing Loſs deplore, 
Dying Echo faintly ſighs, 


Cc SHEFFIELD's Urn has reach'd the Shore.” 


Chang'd their late ſo joyous Home, 


See, a widow'd Train attend ! 


Tender Wailings fill the Dome: 
Loſt their Maſter! loſt their Friend! 


Troy not Grief ſincerer ſhed, 


Wept not more her fallen State, 


When her Heclor, vanquiſh'd, dead, 


Enter'd Scaa's crouded Gate. 


The laſt, folemn Honours paid. 
SHEFFIELD, which thy Virtues claim, 
Join thy Father's awful Shade, 
Clos'd, in Thee, his mighty Name. 
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